THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
I was shocked for one reason only-the sudden
revelation of the hypocrisy, not only of New York,
but of most of the English-speaking people, I had a
vision of the white, narrow face of a Canadian woman
whom I had once met, in my newspaper days, in
London. She had come over to study the morality of
our city, and as I interviewed her, she strode up and
down the sitting-room of her hotel, inveighing
against the terrible condition of our streets at night.
'I stood in Piccadilly Circus for two hours, and I saw
passing by me a perpetual procession of prostitutes.'
There was something terrible about the grim, set
face. *In Canada/ she said, 'we would not tolerate
such things. We have cleared the women off the
streets. It is now possible for a decent man to walk
down the street at night without experiencing the
least annoyance.'
Yeah?
I thought again of an American Methodist
minister to whom I happened to remark that I
thought of living in Paris, because it was the only
place to work. He had delivered an old-fashioned
tirade against the wickedest of cities. (Paris, inci-
dentally, being one of the few citadels of family life
still standing.) 'Live in a clean city,' he said, 'and
your work will be clean. Live, if you must live in a
city, in New York. It is noisy and hard and grasping,
but at least, in sexual things, it is clean, as cities go/
Now that man was either a hypocrite or a fool. If he
knew what I knew, he had no right to say that New
York was any more 'moral' than London or Paris or
Berlin. If he did not know what I knew, it was time
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